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industry was unwearied, and he often toiled by
night as well as by day. He slept little, restless
alike from ill-health and from a feverish activity.
If he awoke and wished to dictate, a secretary was
always at hand and at once work was resumed: in-
structions to some ambassador, or plans for the next
campaign, or some passage for his Memoirs, or
whatever was uppermost In his mind.

This prodigious labour was continued for many
years, notwithstanding infirmities of health which
most men would have regarded as an excuse for in-
dolence. His health was poor from youth, and it
grew no better with years. Many times he seemed
at death's door, and the hopes of his enemies were
frequently excited by the conviction that his end
was near. But his energy rose superior to physical
weakness; he worked no matter what his condition,
and his dauntless resolution aided him to rally from
maladies that his doctors believed, and his rivals
hoped, would prove mortal. His was the triumph
of a sound mind in an unsound body.

He was interested in the theatre, and found pleas-
ure in the pompous representations and ballets that
were produced at the Palais Cardinal. Of other
amusement there was little. His increasing infirm-
ities prevented outdoor exercise, and like most men
of active mind he found his greatest pleasure in his
work.

It was said that he had a taste for pets and some-
times amused himself playing with cats. The
picture on the opposite page is reproduced from
a contemporary print, arid shows the Cardinal
